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Or if (quoth fhe) there bee

Some other meane more fure,

More fleam e, more lloute, then naked fword

Some mifchiefe to procure,

I fweare by al the Gods,

I fhall the fame embrace,

To wreake this wrong with bloudie hande

Vppon the king of Thrace.

Ne will I fpare to fpende

My life in fillers caufe,

In fillers ? ah what faide I wretch ?

My wrong fhall lende me lawes.

I wil the pallace burne,
With al the princes pelfe,
And in the midft of flaming fire,
VVil cafte the king him felfe.

I wil fcrat out thofe eyes,

That taught him firft to lull,

Or teare his tong from traitors throte,

Oh that reuenge were iufl.

Or let me carue with knife,
The wicked Inftrument,
Wherewith he, thee, and me abufde
(I am to mifchiefe bent.)

Or fleeping let me feeke

To fende the foule to hel,

Whofe barbarous bones for filthy force,

Did feeme to beare the bel.

^ Thefe words and more in rage
Pronounced by this dame,
Hir little fonne came leaping in
Which ytts had to name.